FEET OF CLAY

"Can't... it's too much ..." he managed to mutter.

The women rushed forward.

"Edouard, I must kiss you!"

Wilner's cheeks were a specimen-card of all the lipsticks in Paris.

"You'll stay, won't you?" he whispered from time to time. "We're
going to have a drink. But don't tell the others, so that we can just be
among ourselves."

From time to time he looked over people's heads as if he were search-
ing for someone. Alas! The ravishing, ingenuous, delicious young wife
of the Quai d'Orsay official had disappeared.

When the flood had at last gone by and there remained only the froth
of the faithful, Wilner said: "Well, my children, I'm hungry!"

He could not hear the people who, meeting on the pavement outside,
were saying to each other: "Well, it wasn't a bad evening."

And some among them, who did not wish to go to bed, went to the
last house of a cinema on the Boulevards where they were showing an
extraordinary and miraculous film: one of the very first sound-films,
the second to be precise, which was called UEpave Vivante, in which
men shut up in a submarine could be heard knocking against the hull in
answer to the divers.

VII

In two offices especially arranged for the occasion, the elect, mingling
with the actors, were devouring foie gras sandwiches, cold chicken and
platefuls of cakes; and Madame Letang realized once again that three
glasses of champagne per head were insufficient.

Wilner liked these parties after dress rehearsals, where success went
on humming about him, where the words of his play were quoted,
where he was congratulated on some particular scene, some particular
line, some effect of surprise, and which put off the moment when he
would find himself face to face once more with himself. But that night
he received as many compliments on Sylvaine as on Vitriol and, though
she too was his creation, it began to irritate him a little.

"My dear Edouard..." (their common relations with Marthe
Bonnefoy permitted the young deputy this familiarity), "my dear
Edouard," said Simon Lachaume, "how lucky you are! She's ravishing,
she's brilliant, she'll have a wonderful career."

"You like her, my boy, do you?3' Wilner replied. "Well, don't be
embarrassed, try your luck or, rather, I mean to say, give her a chance.
I think she's very interested in you. Yes, yes, I assure you."

Lachaume was momentarily surprised.

"You must be joking!" he said. "Everyone knows ..."

"What? Me? Oh no, my dear fellow!" Wilner replied. "Oh no;
Fm an old man! It's purely an artistic matter! I won't say*that just
by the way, like that..."
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